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Yea thine head-kin forsooth, for which in hell

shalt thou
Dree weird of damnation, though doughty thy

wit be;

For unto thee say I forsooth, son of Ecglaf,     590
That so many deeds never Grendel had done,
That monster the loathly, against thine own lord.
The shaming in Hart-hall, if suchwise thy mind

were,
And thy soul e'en as battle-fierce, such as thou

sayest.
But he, he hath fram'd it that the feud he may

heed not,

The fearful edge-onset that is of thy folk,
Nor sore need be fearful of the Victory-Scyldings.
The need-pledges taketh he, no man he spareth
Of the folk of the Danes, driveth war as he lusteth,
Slayeth and feasteth unweening of strife            eoo

With them of the Spear-Danes.    But I, I shall

show it,
The  Geats' wightness and  might ere the time

weareth old,
Shall bide him in war-tide.   Then let him go who

may go

High-hearted to mead, sithence when the morn-
light
O'er the children of men of the second day hence.